TOWARDS   INDIA.
found the origin of the tonsure. He could not but remember that even before Buddhism India had had monks and nuns, and that Europe had taken her orders from the Thebaid. Hindu rituals had its lights, its inr cense, and its music. Even the sign of the Cross, as he saw it practised, reminded him of the touching of different parts of the body, in certain kinds of meditation. And the culmination of this series of observations was reached, when he entered some cathedral and found it furnished with an iusufficient number of chairs, and no pews ! Then, at last, he was really at home. Henceforth he could not believe that Christianity was foreign."
But to the dream in question : One night, shortly after he had retired, he had a dream in which an old man, with a venerable beard, Rishi-like in appearance, stood before him, saying, "Observe well this place that I show to you. You are now in the island of Crete. This is the land in which Christianity began." The Swami then heard him say, "I am one of the Therapeutae who used to live here." And he added still another word which escaped the Swami's memory, but which might be "Essene," the name of a sect of which Jesus the Christ is said to have been a member. They were monastic in tendency, with a liberal religious outlook and a philosophy embracing the highest vision of unity. The word ^Therapeut^ unmistakably means "Sons or disciples of the Theras", from thera> an elder among the Buddhist monks, and Putra, in Sanskrit, means a son. The old man ended up with saying, "The truths and ideals preached by us have been given out by the Christians as having been taught by Jesus ; but for the matter of that, there was no such personality of the name of Jesus ever born. Various evidences testifying to this fact will be brought to light by excavating here/' The Swami woke and at once rushed to the deck to ascertain in what neighbourhood the ship was in just then. As he did so he met a ship's officer, turning in from his watch. "What is the time", he asked him. "Midnight", he was told. "And where are we ?" "Just fifty miles off Crete !"
The Swami was startled at the singular coincidence which lent inevitable emphasis to the dream itself, and it set him thinking on the historicity of Jesus the Christ, about which